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The fecond Tart of Henry theSixt. 


1 would be bltnde with weepings ficke with groncs, 
Looke pale as Prim-tofe with blood-drinking fighe», 
And all to haue the Noble Duke aliue*. 

What know I how the world may cleeme ofme? 

For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends; 

It maybe Ludg'dl made the Duke away. 

So (hall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded. 
And Princes Cou?ts be fill’d with my reproach : 

This get I by his death : Aye me vnhappie, 

To be a Queene, and CrownM with infamie* 

King. Ah v/oe is me for Gloller, wretched man. 

Quern* Be woe for mc 3 more wretched then he is, 
What f Doft thou turn? away, and hide thy face ? 

I am no loathfomeLcapcv, looke on me, 

Whatf Arc (thou like the Adder waxen deafe ? 
Bepoyfcnoustoo, and kill thy forlorne Qnecne. 

Is all thy comfort (hut in Gloilers 7'orobc ? 

Why then Dame EUanor wasnecrc thyioy, 

Ereft his Statue, and worfhip it, 

And make my Image but an Ale-haufc figne. 

Was I for this nyc wrack*d vpon the Sea, 

And twice by auk ward winde from Enghnds banke 
Drouebackeagaine vmo my Nariue Clime, 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning wind® 

Did feeme to fay, lecke not a Scorpions Neff, 

Noe fet no footing on this vnkjndc Shore. 

What did I then? But curft the gentle gufts* 

And he that loos’d them forth their Brazen Caues, 

And bid them blow towards England s blefled foore. 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : 

Yet Aolus would not be a murtherer, 

But left chat hateful! office vntb thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drowne me. 
Knowing chat thou would ft haue vne drown'd on fhore 
With teares as falc as Sea 3 through thy vnkindueffe, 
Thefplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fandt. 

And would not dafh me with their ragged fidcr, 
Becaufc thy flinty heart more hard then they, 

Might in thy P a I [acc, periftt ElUmr , 

As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffesfi 
When from thy Shore^riieTempeftbcate vs backe, 

I flood vpon the Hatches in the ftorinc: 

And when the duslfie sky s began to rob 
My eamefbgaping'fight of thy Lands view* 

I tooke a coftly Ievvdl from my necke, 

A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it towards thy.loan'd : The Sea Ecxeiifid it, 
Andfol wifh'd thy body mighrmy Heart: 

And euen with this, I lofl faireEnglands view. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, 

And call’d them blindeand diisfeie Spectacles, 

For loofiug ken of Albhns wi flied Coaft* 

How often haue I ccmpteASufFolkes tongue 
(The agent of thy fouiejnconftancie) 

To fit and watch me as Afcamw did. 

When he tomadding Dido would vnfoid 

His Fathers A£ta, commence} in burning Troy, ■ 

Am I not witclit like her ? Or thou not fa lie like him l 

Aye me, I tan no more: Dye Elnm y 

For Henry weepes,.that thou doftliuefo long. 


Ncyfi w it fen. 


Entzr Wxrrvtckt* wdrmny 
Common * 


, 


War. Itisreported, mightySoue^aigne, 

That good Duke HumfrejTtmtto^y is murdred 


' & S “ ffolkt - ar “J.' he rncanet 

The Commons like an angry Hiue ofB^cs CS ' 

That want their Leader, fcatter vp and do w .. 

And care not who they fling i n his rtueiio e ^ 

My fdfe haue calm’d their fpleenfull minhiic 

VntUl they h care the order of his death. 5 

King. Tliat he is dead good Warwick- v 

Budjiow he dyed, God knowcs» not Henry -* t0 ° true i 

Entcrhis Chamber, view his breathleffeGo 

And comment then vpon his fodaine death f ^ CS ’ 

Th “ lh! f 1 d ,° St*w,bi* 

With the rude multitude, rill I returne. 

King ,O thou chat iudgeft all things! fi av m „ f , . 
My thoughts, that labour toperfwade my folle g tr: 
Some violent hands were hid on HumfriesUc.. ‘ 
if my fufpeft be falfc, forgiuemeGod, 

Yor iudgemenc onely doth belong to thee: 

Faiue would 1, go to chafe his palic lips, \ 

With twenty thoufand kifTes,aiul to draine 
Vpoh his face an Ocean of fait teares, 

To tell my louevnto hisdumbe deafe trunke 
And with my fingers feelchis hand, vnfcelmn. 

But all in vainearc thefe mcane Obfequies “ 

'Bed put forth. * 

And to furucy his dead and earthy Image: 

What were it but to make my forrow greater j 

bo 0 dy ehiCherSraCIOl!3 S0ttetai 8w/»««»4i 

King Thatis to fee how deepe my graiie isffiad 
ror with his toulc Hed all my worldly folacc * 

For feeing him, J feemy life in death. 

War. As furely as my lbule intends to.liuc 
With that dread King that tookcourfbre vpon him 
To free vs from his Fathers wrathfnll curfe, ‘ 

I do bcleeue that violent hands werehid 
Vpon thelifeof this thrice-famed Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull Oath, fvvorne witli a foleirntongue; 
What in fiance glues Lord War wickefor hiivow. 

War. See how the blood is fetled in lusface. 

Oft haue I feene a timdy-partcd Ghofl, 

Ofafhy femblance, meager, pale, andbloDdlclTc, 
Being all defeended to the labouring heart, 

Who in the Confiift that it holds with death. 

Attracts the fame for aydance ’gainft the enemy. 
Which with the heart there cooks, and ne’rcreturneth, 
To biofii and beautific the Cheeke ag 3 inc. 

But fee, his face is blacks, and full of blood; 

His eye.balics further out, than when he liued, 
Staring full gaflly, like a Ilf tangled man: 

His hayre vprear’d, hisnoftrils ftretchtwith llrugling: 
His hands abroad difpiay’d, as one that grafpt 
And uigg’d for Life, and was by ftrength fubdiide. 
Looke on the fheets his haire (you fee) is flicking, 

His well proportion’d Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Corne by Temper! lodged: 

It cannot be but he was nmrdrcd heeie. 

The leaf! of all thefe fignes were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwickc, who fhould do the D.to death? 
My ielfe and Beaufordhtd him in protection. 

And we 1 hope fir, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Humfncs foes. 
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke rokccpt: 
Tislike you would not feaft him like a friend, 

And ^tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

Queen. Than you belike fufpedt thefe Noblemen, 

As guilty of Duke Humfrits timcleffe death. 
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The fecond Tart of Henry the Sixt 




ff'artP- 


'Wh^finds thcHeyfer dead,and bleeding fiefh, 
r ;r.« faft-bv. a Butcher with an Axe, 

* nd f f, f„fp e a/tW 3 S he that made the flaughtcr ? 

S^^ id ^ iathcPact ^^ 

imagine how the Bird vvas deadj 
K/gfe the Kyte foare with vnbloudied Beake ? 
c 1?n fo fufpitious is this Tragedie. 

E Are you the Butcher»4?where s your Knife? 
i »Vaford tearm'd a Kyce? where arc his Fallons? 

5 c a \ yveare no Knife,to fljughter fleeping men, 
here’s a vengeful! S word.ruftcd with ea fe, , 

The (had be fcowred in his rancorous heatt, 
t! -r (landers me with MurthcrsCrimfon Badge. 

L it dioii dar’tl.ptowd Lord of Warwickfhire, 

2' j a:I) faultie in Duke Humfreyes death. 

1 iZinv. What dares not Warwick.-, if falfc Suffolk? dare 

^Qb, He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
goT^cafe to be an arrogant Controller, 

Though Sufolk? dare him twentiethoufand times. 

yaw, Madame be ftill: with rcuercnce may I fay. 

For cuery word you fpeake in his bchalfe. 

Is .flsnder to your Roy all Dignitie. 

gj£ Blunt-wit ted Lorddgnoble in demeanor, 

Ifeacr Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 
phy Mother tookc into her blamefull Bed 
Sonic fternevntutur’d Chutle; and NobleStock 
Was graft with Cvab-trec flippe, whofe Fruit thou art, 
i 0 d ncuer of the IBeuils Noble Race. 
fygrte, But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thcc, 

AodI fliould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand flumes. 

And that my Soucraignes prefence makes me milde, 

I would, falfe murdTous Co ward, on thy Knee 
tMake thcc begge pardon for thy pafled fpeech, 

And fay.it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft. 

Tint thou thy felfc waft borne in Baftardie; 

And after all this fearefull Homage done, 

Giuethee thy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell, 

Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. 

Stiff. Thou flialt be waking,while I flied thy blood, 
if from this prefence thotl dar’ft goe with me. 
ffrfru'.Away euen now,or I will drag thee hcncc: 
Vnworthy though thou art,lle cope with thee. 

And doe fome ferujee to Duke Hnmfreyes Gholc. 

fxemt, 

K^.Whac ftrongerBteft-plate then a heart vmaitited ? 
Thrice is he arm’d,that hath his Quarrell iuft; 

And hebutnaked,thoughlocktYp in Steele, 

Whofe Confidence with Iniuftice is corrupted. 

^4 noyfe within. 

. Qutene. What noyfe is this ? 

Enter Suffolk? av d Warwick?, with their 
Weapons drawr.e. 

King, Why how now Lords i 
Your wrathful! Weapons drawne, 

Herein our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 

Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here ? 

The trayt’rous Warwick# witb the men of Bury, 

Set all vpon me, mighti? Soueralgnc, 

Cater Salisbury. i( . 

Salish. Sirs ftand apart, the King flhall know your 
mindc. 'r 


Dread Lord,the Commons fend you word by roc, 
Vnlefle Lord Suffolk? ftraight be done to death, 
Orbaniftied faire Englands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from yourPallace, 

And torture him with grieuous lingring death. 

They fay,by him the good Duke Humfrey dy’dc: 

They fay,in him they feare your Hi ghnefle death; 

And meets inftindl of Loue and Loyskie, 

Free from a ftubborneoppofitc intent. 

As being thought to contradidl your liking. 

Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. 

They fay, in ctfre of your moft Royall Perfon, 

That if your Highneffe fhould intend to fleepe. 

And charge.that no man fhould difturbe your reltj 
In paiue of your diflike.or paine of death ; 

Yet notwithflanding filch a ftrait Ediift, 

Were there a Serpent feene,with forked Tongue, 

That fiyly glyded towardsyour Maieflie, 

It were but ncceffarie you were wak’c; 

Leaf! being fuffer’d in that hatmefull fliunbcr, 

The momll Worms might make the fleepe cternall. 

And therefore doe they cty.thoughyou forbid, 

That they will guard you, where you will.orno, 

From fuch fell Serpents as falie Suffolk? j 
With whofe imienomed and fatal! fling, 

Your louing Vnckle.twentie times his worth, 

They fay is fliamefully bereft of life. 

Commons within. An anfwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury, 

Sttjf. ’Tis like the Commons,rude vnpolifht Hindes t 
Could fend fuch McfTage to their Soueraigne: 

But you,t»y Lord,were glad to be imploy’d, 

To Anew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the Honor Salisbury hath wonne, 

Is,that he was the Lord EmbafFador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all 
breake in. 

King. GotSalSshttryand tell them all from me, 

I thanks them fortheit tender lotiing care; 

And had I not beenc cited fo by them. 

Yet did I purpofe as they doe enrreat: 

For fare,my thoughts doe hourcly propbecie, 

Mifchancc vmo my State by Saffolkes meanes. 

And therefore by his Maiellie I fweare, 

Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am, 

He {hall not breathe mfe&ion in this ayre. 

But three dayes longer,on the paine of death. 
ffu. Oh Henry fftz me pleade for gentle Suffolk?. 
ftfcg.Vngcnde Queene,to call him gentle Suffolk?. 

No more I fay: if thou do’ft pleade for him, 

Thou wilt but addeencreafevnto my Wrath. 

Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my. Word} 

But when I fweare,it is irreuocable : 

If after three dayes fpace thou herebee’ft found. 

On any ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World fhail not be Ranfome for thy Life. 

Come Warwick?, come good Warwick?^ oc with mee, 

I haue great matters to impart to thee. Exit. 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goealong with you. 
Hearts Difcontent, and fowre AfHnftion, 

Be play-fcllowes to keepe you companie :* 

There's two of you, the Dcuili make a third. 

And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 

Suff. Ceafc.gentle Quecoe,thefe Execrations, 

And let thy Suffolk? take his heauie leaue, 

Quetne. Fye 




















































































